I PATIENT
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E The young man looked unusually
stermined. That is the
uck the old man, who sald: “Eh!
@ll, it's — it's — why, confound it,
ng man, do you realize what I've
bne for you?"
“I think 1 do, uncle. But when it
mes to choosing & wife it seems lo
g that I ought to do a little some-
Ing for myself,”
““That's whatl you think, is it?
1, you have no right to think any-
g of the kind. 1 don't want you
imarry until I can approve your
ice., There's no hurry. Who is
girl?”
tHer name is Spencer. She has
a achool teacher. She lives on
or street.”
Any family?"
Pne motber, sir.”
igain the old man glared at him,
) ?‘I, .
.!‘rom your point of view, yes,

The old man drew his bushy gray
browe down. *“Does she know
are entirely dependent on me?"

“I bave told her of all your kind-

s, sir.”

““And you have told her that X

ot to her?"”

“I ecan’t tell her that, unclo—at

t, not until you have seen har.”

The old man thumped his desk.
By gravy,” he coried, “I'll go and
jee her! 1'll give her to urderstand

ust what the situation is.”

“Very weall, uncle. I've prepared
her for your coming.”

The old man scowled.

er address,” he snapped,

The young man picked up a halt
heet of paper and wrote the de-

r~~ dnformation.

. A€ soon as his nephew left the
room he started for th. street.
wag a ten-minute walk to the proper
car line. With arm u:vaised he sig-
naled the motorman to stop. A
heayv fruck was approaclLing, and
to avold it the old man ran out
in the street> As he did so a light
motor vehicle —irled rounc the
corner, struc him rad he ub hen-
ily and lay quite still.

‘He was carrled Info a drug store.
The druggist saw a folded slip of
paper projecting from ths injured

m’k':“.tﬂ i

as t mlght be his ad-
Arcu" he sald.

" The sufferer ntlmd a Mttle and
«-smed " eyes. - “Doa’t take me to

- hospital,” he feebly murmured,

e me home.”
! “Homo it 18, the ambulance man
[ replied as he glanced at the slip of
paper. A moment later he was
speeding tmnrd Landor street. ‘
| There. only the maid of all
work at the cottage when they
| reached thon. Bhée was a new arri-
yal and she stood: helplessly when
ambulance crew carried, the old
an upstairs and placed him on the

ed in the front room. |

I Hall an hour Iater Mabel Spencer
sturned with her mother, The girl

her at ‘the door.
man’ g’ upstairs,” she ex~

ob-

“Jive me

‘séek. He 18§

-r réen bring him in

. b
| thinks he will before W _
John Denton advanced to th bod. :

way It

puui

”

The heavy eyéllds upened.

“Hello, Jobn,” (ald the feeble
volce. ’ ;

“Hello, unele.”

“Am I much hurt?”

“I think not, uncle. Hest and quiet
will bring you round ~il right.””

The gray eyes rolled about.

“I told them not to take me to a
hospital. DBut I suppose there was
nowhere else. It 'coks lil:a a nice
room. Is that the nurse thore?"

Before Jchn could reply  Mabel
was at the bedside,

“f am the nurse,’ she cnswered.

He studied her face.

‘I like your' looks, my dear.
“You’ll take good care of the old
man, - Guess I'll sleep a little more,”
he dro—sily murmur

““This is very strange,” John whis-
pered, “He wasn't at dinner at the
hotel to-night, bu: sometimes he
stays away. Of course, I didn't dream
he could be here. But I remember
now that I gave him your address
on a slip of paper—he said he would
call on you—and it looks 3 if the
ambulance men supposed it to be
his home, And now what's to be
done?"

“He will stay bhere,
until he is well."

“But the care and anxiety, Mabel."

“I think of what he has done for
you, John. And he iz your uncle,
Don't worry, dear., We -vill get
along all right., He thinks he's at a
hospital.”, '

John suddenly smiled.

*  “Perhaps that would be better.
He is a little prejudiced against
Mabel Spencer, you know."”

A restlcas movement from the

aleeper drew the girl quickly to the

of course,

1t

{old man.

bedside. “Are you there, nurge?"

She put her cool hand on the old
man’s brow. ‘‘You have a nlce voice
and a soft hand,” sald the quivering
voice, “Don’'t go away.”

“I will stay right here.”

The invalld steadlly regained his
strength. And then one day he had
an alarming setback, It was an at-
tack of heart fallure. But when
John reached the house the patient
wag sitting up smiling,

‘‘Glad you came, John,” he said.
“The danger is over for the present,
but it has set me {o thinking pretty
hard. Will you leave me with him
for a minute, Mabel?” The girl
smilingly nodded as she left the
room. “Be within ca', my dear,”

his ' feeble volce cdded. ‘Now,
Joh’.” LL S

“Yes, uncle.”

“There's a little matter that's on
my mind. I want it settled right
away. I tald you the other day that
1 didn't think you treated Mabel as
she deserved. Since then 1've noticed
& change in your demeanor toward
her, I'm glad of it, I want you to
marry that girl, John.”

“Marry her, uncle?"

“Why not?+ She's the very girl
for you, And then ghe's too good a
nurse to lose out of the family,
What do you say?”

““What does she say?"

“T don't know. I think ahe feels
friendly. I've done my best to put
you in a favorable light, Call her in
and we'll find out.”

“Come here, Mabel, please,"” sald
the old man. “You know I've had a
warning, and there's no telilng when
I'll get something worse,” The girl
came forward and stood by the bed-
side, “Mabel, my dear, what do you
think of my nephew here?” -

The girl's eyes opened wide.  “I
don't quite und d," she said.

“Do you think well enough o! him
to marry him?"

The girl flushed a little, !l'hu she
smiled nawnht the old man.

“Does he think well enough of me
to ask me to marry him?"
© ““That isn’t the question,” said the
“But 1’11 ask im. Do
Fout, Jonn ¥l

it, uncle.”

wish
that's not the way

Fi

PECUI.IAR METHODS IN CHINA.

3 - By BRUNO

" That the awful custom of burying
people alive still prevails in Southern
China is an old story with the foreign
colony here, but the other day your
correspondent and a handful of Eu-
ropeans had the terrible truth
brought home to them-——saw the vie-
tim with their own eyes and rescued
him, of course, We bought this hu-
man life for $100, paid to his par-
ents, while the authorities agreed to
gee to it that the promises given were
faithfully carried out.

The person whose life we bought
for the paltry sum is the son of a
poor artisan in a Shanghal suburb,
not more than twenty miles from the
fore!gners quarters, He 1{is only
fifteen years old, and for ten years
has been a “‘terror,” stealing, robbing
and generally misbehaving himself,
The parvents came near llmbering the
life out of the youngster; the village
elders gave him the bhastonade time
and again. He was placed in the pil-
lory, was excluded from visiting his
ancestors’ temple; he wouldn’t be
good; it wasn't in him. Finally the
father called a meeting and gravely
announced that he had decided to
bury his wayward son. All agreed
that that seemed the only way to stop
his badness,

Next day the father and twenty
abled bodied neighbors started out
with the village elder at their head,
all armed with spades and ramming
blocks. In their midst walked the
vietim, arms and legs shackled. His
three elder brothers held the ropes
to prevent any attempt at flight.
When the sorty procession arrived at
the execution place they found It
thronged with spectators. The whole
village had turned out to witness the
show—men, women and children,. A
branch of a tree was secured and the
culprit's height, from the soles of his
feet to his neck, was measured. At
the same time the neighbors began
to shovel the grave, a hole only deep
and broad enough to take the body
upright, When finished the lad was
disrobed.

The vietim offered no resistance,
nor did he ask for mercy. He jumped
down into the hole, His father and
brothers each threw a few shovels of
dirt after him; the neighbors did the
rest, while the whole village helped
trample down the earth and ram it
with sticks and clubs. The ceremony
lasted but five or six minutes; after
that all that was visible of the bad
boy were about six inches of neck
and his head.

The same evening a pale English-
man named Graham burst into the
British-American Club. “Boys, 1
nearly decapitated a Chinaman—

must be one of those buried alive
parties. The thing nearly fright-
ened me to death, but having no tools
to unbury the rogue, 1 drové here at
breakneck speed for help. Come
with ge at once.. My chauffeur is
buying spades; axes and the like.”

The buried alive opened his eyesy
wide when we set to work to rescue
him. - He had been quite resigned to
his fate—to starve to death or being
cates by dogs or hogs. Besides, he
told our interpreter, it was of little
use, As his parents were determined
to get rid of him, they would repeat
the operation as soon as he was
found. Hence We had to add bribery
to our Samaritan act, One hundred
dollars bought the boy a berth in a
reformatory, whose president agreed
to see to it that his parents and the
village were no more bothered with
the lad. When we related our ad-
venture at the club, a Catholic mis-
glonary, visiting ‘there, reported a
namber of similar cases that came
under his own observation in the
course of the last ten years or so.
He sald: “China punishes murder
like most other countries—with
death—death by quartering or cru-
‘cifixion. But, at that, according to
the current interpretation of the law,
burying alive is not murder as long
a8 the head of the victim protrudes
‘from the mvb or in case the victim
consented to the act. Most of the

person whom I know to have been

‘ mm altve’ w{ Mmtt gamb-

»
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quite agreed with his dear relatives,
Next morning four of his uncles and
nephews inyvited him to go with them
to a4 near-by forest, where 'a grave
had been prepared. '‘Very well,” he
sald, ‘“‘give me two coppers' worth of
opium.'” He took the drug just be-
fore he jumped into the grave, which
was quickly filled with earth and
stones, Before the relatives depart-
ed they asked the doomed man if he
had any further wishes. “Yes," hé
replied, ““cover my head and face
with tall grass so the insects won’t
bother and the dogs won't disfigure
me while alive,”

In the same distriet, contintied the
narrator, lived a leper of seventy,
who ~steadfastly refused to die.
Though his children and grandehil-
dren were tired of supporting him in
the forest hut, where he lived by
himself, he could nel'her be persuad-
ed to commit suicide nor submit to
burial, ' Finally the relatives ap-
pealed to the vanity of the old man.
They went to town and bought the
most up-to-date casket to be had—
one highly lacquered and decorated
with tinsel trimmings. They brought
it to the old man's hut, promising
him the beautiful “last coat"” if he
would wear it at once. "The leper
agreed with his children and grand-
children that the casket was a beau-
ty, but though his life was miserable
enough, he was not yet ready to
ghake it off. ‘I might consent,” he
said, “if you set up a fine funeral
dinner.”

The -council of relatives called the
old man a blackmailer. ‘“Why,"” they
argued, “‘you are going to die in a
few weeks anyhow, and if you walit
that long the lacquer on the casket
may wear off, or it may be destroyed
by fire or stolen., Of course, we
wonld be very sorry to bury you
right away, but since it must be donge,
sooner or later, excuse us for wishing
to make an end of the matter.”” Ar-
guments or no arguments, the living
corpse insisted on his funeral dinner
and got it. On the day following the
agreement his relatives and friends
asgembled with a band of music, bags
of rice, baskets of chickens, ete. At
noon a grand dinner was spread and
at its conclusion the leper laid down
in his beautifu! casket awild weeping
and roar of cannon. The casket was
lowered into the grave and covered
with earth before the leper had time
to rap to be let out again, The au-
thorities knew about the arrgnge-
ment, but sald nothing. In similar
manner, another leper was disposed
of, only that in his case a fine man-
darin's suif constituted the balit,

The sick man said he would be de-
lighted to be buried in such noble
garments. But,when they came to
fetch him he had changed his mind
and absolutely refused to lie down in
the casket.

“What,” c¢ried the grave diggers
and other burial attendants, ‘““have
we had all this trouble for nothing?"’
And the relatives swore they would
npt pay them a second time, and up-
braided the old man as a fool who
didn't know his own mind.

“Unless you consent to be buried
to-morrow morning, we shall take
the mandarin’s clothes away, also the
casket, and warn you that no incense
will be burned on your grave,’” said
the eldest son and prospective head
of the family.

“Well,” said the old man, “if you
promise to let me have the mandar-
in's suit and burn Incense on my
grave on the anniversary of my
death as long as you live, and if, in
addition, you will get me up a good
meal to-morrow morning, plenty of
chicken, rice and pork, then I will be
buried.”

The last breakfast was a big affair;
not only the relatives, but tife neigh-
bors contributed to the feast. When
all had their fill the funeral proces-
slon started, Behind the empty

coffin hobbled on crutches the ocen-

pant-to-be. . At a little distance, to
prevent eontamlnnuon. walked the

son with the mandarin’s clothes on |

his arm. At the open grave the
doomed mau donned the fina ¢
regarded himself long and

in a mirror, drank a quantity of
son guaranteed to kill with
hour, and hicconghing

Jaid  down in the ooﬂm

attested “that all the

| been obuwd "-m

) -.Yon have no oppos!

AN Am‘rs"r s
The hotel cook wis & dought;

man,
He sc uured each pot and he

thed

tuned
w

At hu ulunce the wulhﬁnl
And om-n he made &
-dioyn|

HOW HE JUDGED.
Mrs Cobwigger——-"Donl you i
you've had enough fee cream?®
Freddie—"“No, ma; 1 don't f8
sick yet."—Life, 4

AND HADN'T LOST IT."
Her Husband—*“You were & goof
looking woman when I fmarried ¥ou™ =
She—"Yes, I had the advantage of
you, even then.”—Brooklyn Life. =TS

SURE ENOUGH,. Y
“Bridgat, I believe you're ‘n !ove. Y
you're so or gvtfnl %
“Nonsense, ma'am. How eould I
be in love and me a married ik
an?"—-Yonkers Stalesman.

cr,

LIKBLY AS NOT.
Patience—"1 underdand they
putting something in a plano, %
that kills the sound of the mwusle.”
Patrice—"Perhaps it's & phOonos s
graph."—Yonkers Statesman. R/

b,

GONE )
Nell—“Yes, she sstd her nnshnu‘h
married her for her beauty, Whal do
you think of that?” L
Belle—-*Well, 1 think her husband
must feel like a widower now."—=
Catholic Standard and Times.

KISSED.
snid

AND THEN THEY
“My face {8 my fortune, sir,"
the pretty summer girl.
“And mine is, too,” said the hand= S8
some summer man. “Let us put ous
fortunes together,” —— Lippincott’s
Magazine. N

COURTEOUS CONSIDERATION,
“Do you ever talk back to yo
wife?” asked the solicitous friend. =
“Sometimes,” answered Mr.' Mi

ton; “a very little; just to show
that I have not gone to sleep. -—-Ohfj
cago Dally News,

HIS BXPERIENCE. .

He—"“I'm willing to make conge
slons. ™ . F

His Wife—*Really?"

He—*Yes, but it seems impossibl
to make the supply “efual the d
mand, "-—Brooklyn Lile. y 3

A TRUE ARTIST,

“I think you have made my ciin =8
too prominent 4in thig picture,” said =
the lady. ' Ve

“Well, I haves tried 10" make
speaking likeness,” replied the poll
artist,.—Yonkers Statesman,

AFTER A COLLEGE EDUCATION. |
“I hear your son, Hank, wants to
g0 to college?”’ sald the consuhlq z
the farmer.
“Yas,"” replied the haysead, glti
on his hoe; “he wants to leatn to p
baseball, and he says he doesn't ha'
time to learn on the farm. "—-Yonk
Statesman. :

INJURED PASSENGERS. |

Bacon—*1.see tae railroads of
United States, in the .last
years, havz killed 82,244 pﬁln
and injured half a million more.”

BEgbert—"“Wonder if that includes
those injured by the ‘ten-minutes-for-
refreshments’ restaurants?” — an-
kers Statesman.

THE PROPER LOCATION.

Hojax—*1 haven't seen yon
nearly a year. Whm’are yoﬁ

ed upv?" :

gre you doing?”
i “mmw make wmd
T “WWell, you oh‘l!.tp
wrlh

b --CM
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